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least I find it so. When I'm at home Kyra looks at me with wounded
eyes, with contemptuous eyes, and I feel like the worm I am. On my
calls I'm pushed around by my customers; in the office I'm pushed
around by my boss. In a poker game I can be a king—for a little
while.
When I am winning I am flooded with a sense of power and of
calm. I feel certain, absolutely certain, that my luck has come to
stay. I imagine myself rushing home and pouring thousands of dol-
lars in Kyra's lap, seeing her eyes open wide with surprise and ad-
miration, as I tell her our financial troubles are over. So I stick with
the game too long and lose my winnings and more, too. Now I am so
far in the cellar I can't afford to quit. It's hard for me to concede
bad luck can pursue a man forever.
When I married Kyra, I intended to be a good husband, a re-
sponsible citizen. Kyra is the only person, except my little girl, who
has ever loved me. My mother was too busy fighting her own battles
with my father to show much affection for us kids. She is dead now.
She was a sweet woman but weak and lacking in will power—like
me. I used to try to take her part. One time I recall my father
jumped up from the supper table in a rage and told her before us
kids that he was sick to death of his home and was spending the
night with another woman. When he started for the garage my
mother ran after him, crying, and he turned around and knocked
her down. I made a jump for him. He grabbed up a carving knife
and threw it at me. The knife grazed my cheek and then studs,
quivering, in tie kitchen door. I reached for the knife, shouting I
would kill him. But then I froze. When he hit her again, I broke out
in tears and just stood there. My parents were divorced when I was
twelve.
The first time Kyra ever smiled at me I wanted her to be my wife.
When she finally married me, I knew the meaning of joy. Now I
could have a real home. For a long while I did everything in my
power to make Kyra happy. In some ways, she isn't exactly an easjr
girl to please, My picture of our marriage wasn't quite the same as
hers. Before I joined the Army, I had two years of college, and if

